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Making love in someone else's dreaming... 
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They were both looking at the ceiling right now, him and Tommy: the terror twins. Not so terrible at that lazy 
afternoon, terribly drunk though, the two of them. Nikki was kind of high also, just the enough to see the 


cracks on ceiling moving and even forming pictures. 


Right now he could see a syringe, but that probably was his head sending him a message to shoot up again, 
and again, and well, again. Tommy was still trying to find the flying pig Nikki said he saw before. They were 
running out of whiskey. Fuck, shouldn't someone buy some more booze already? As if they had the fucking 


money! 


Vince was out, god knows where. Probably trying his chances on getting an STD, if he still didn't get himself 


one. Perhaps he was drinking at a strip club, spending their money on chicks he could get for free, obviously 


he was out of home, they were sure of that, for a few days now, after Nikki nearly killed him for touching his 
stolen make up kit. 


Neither of them had seen Mick in a while either. He left a couple of hours ago, he mumbled something about 
going out, doing something important, "or we will all starve to death". Nikki only remembered how much he 


needed to piss as Mick talked to him back then. How long has it been? 
Fuck it. 


"I can see it!" Tommy said enthusiastically, "I can see the flying pig!" He smiled like a child and kept searching 
the ceiling. "There's a rainbow behind him, the stars are fucking shining, dude!" He didn't remember whether 
Tommy was high or not. He most likely was, after all, he could also see the crazy shit Nikki did at the moment. 
But he doubted he had the same cravings. 


Fuck, he needed a cigarette so bad! He was getting more anxious by the second. The thirty minutes long 


abstinence was killing him. 


"Can you also see the moon?" Nikki asked. "Right above that hole, that one is the sun’. The hole was black, a 


few wires came out of it; it didn't look like the sun at all. 


"Sun?" Tommy looked for a few seconds, "Yeah! | see both". He stopped staring at the ceiling and set his eyes 
to encounter Nikki's. They thought so alike that the stare was mutual. 


"We should write a song about it, you know, flying pigs on the ceiling made of sky, or something like that". Nikki 
said, Tommy wondered if he said it to himself or he was continuing the conversation. It didn't matter though, 
he just agreed. 


Nikki started humming a melody and babbling a few words in the middle of it. Tommy could only focus on his 
lips moving. They were bruised, bitten, he had been anxious lately, he could see him biting his lips right now. 
Tommy started biting his own, feeling the metallic taste of the droplets of blood on his tongue. He imagined 
how Nikki felt his own teeth sinking on his skin 


"What about that?" Nikki's voice broke his trance. He hadn't been paying attention to anything he murmured. He 
wasn't sure what to say. Fuck, couldn't he stop biting that fucking lip? Those green eyes burnt him. Tommy 
wasn't able to describe how they felt all over him. They were so demanding, they ripped through his mind and 
made it blank "You weren't listening". Nikki stated. 


"Sorry dude, its so hot | can't even think". It was a little white lie, even though it wasn't a lie at all. It was 
actually too hot to think. Californian sun wasn't being merciful on them that summer. No wonder they were 
sweaty all over. Tommy stretched his muscles. They should get up and do something, but damn, it was so good 


lying down on that mattress and doing nothing with his best friend. Sure Nikki thought the same. 


"Fuck, T-bonel" Nikki nearly coughed and covered both his nose and mouth with his hands. "Go take a fucking 


shower!" 

Tommy laughed, "You say it like you smell of roses, Sixx". Shower however couldn't be such a bad idea right? 
They had a cold piece of crap they could call that. It should work. "I'm going to shower, but it's not because 
you told me to. I'm fucking melting" Tommy rose from the mattress and stood on his feet, he stretched once 
again as Nikki watched him. 


"You're gonna leave me all alone?" Nikki looked at him with puppy eyes, Tommy couldn't tell whether he was 
joking or not, he considered Nikki was being serious, then he hugged Tommy's legs. Well, it was still hard to 
distinguish. 


"You wanna shower with me? That's gay!" Was this the right choice of words? If not, fuck it. 


"What's gay about showering?" Nikki put himself on his feet and started walking towards the bathroom, Tommy 


followed. 
"We'll be naked". 


"As if you never had seen me naked, dude". Nikki started unzipping his pants and removing them. Pretty soon, 
he was naked. Tommy didn’t realize he was staring. "As if | never saw you naked" Nikki came closer, way too 
close. He undid Tommy's pants. Tommy didn't react, he only breathed harder. He didn't know why he was 


nervous. 


This wasn't weird! They got naked around each other all the time! They even fucked girls in the same fucking 
room! Now, if you think about that, all those times there was something else distracting him, and now there 


was only Sixx and the broken ugly ass tiles. 


Nikki pulled Tommy's pants off and dragged him into the shower as he walked there himself. Perhaps them 
showering together wasn't a great idea at all. The place barely fit them together. It was tight, they could feel 
each other's skin brushing against one another's. 

It would be awkward if both weren't as drunk as they were right now. 


Each of them started washing their own body, fighting for the cold water falling above their heads. It felt 
amazing. 

Tommy slipped on the wet floor, he grabbed Nikki for balance, he ended up pressing him against a wall. "It's 
cold". Nikki whispered, he probably referred to the tiles. 


"Sorry". Tommy whispered back. This was Nikki's turn to slip. What the fuck was wrong with that floor 
anyway? They were just tripping out of drunkenness, though they hated admitting. Tommy grabbed him. 
Accidentally, he reached for Nikki's ass. But the most important was that he held him, right? 

Fuck! 


Nikki broke the ice and laughed, Tommy was in shock, but he reacted quick enough to take his hand off Nikki's 


but before it got actually awkward. "You okay?" Nikki asked, probably seeing Tommy's cheeks turning into the 
hottest shade of red. 


"Yeah, you okay?" Nikki nodded. "I think this was a shitty idea’. Tommy laughed, Nikki laughed along with him. 


"Well, at least we aren't stinking anymore, | can get this close to you without throwing up". Yes, they still had 
their bodies together. Tommy only realized that right now. He felt like a bashful teenager, so he realized he 
indeed was a teenager. Nikki acted so naturally, probably it was 


Tommy who was being childish with this. It is just a shower anyway! What would Nikki do? Rape him? That's 


absolutely ridiculous. 


His thoughts came in like a storm, as if it wasn't hard enough to concentrate feeling Nikki's body warmth so 
close to him. And again, it was hot like hell in there. The shower wasn't working anymore, it was as if they 


were still lying in the bedroom, feeling the heat over their wet bodies. 


"Your hair smells like wet dog, T-bone". Nikki murmured near his lips. They were getting closer without even 


realizing so. 


"Yours do too". He could feel Nikki's whiskey breath against his mouth, he was sure Nikki felt his own. Tommy 
felt his heartbeats going berserk. Soon he would spit out his fucking heart, he was sure Nikki could feel it 
against his chest, that was most likely the reason for the half smile playing on his lips. 


"Would it be gay if | kissed you?" If it was in another situation, and probably if it wasn't Nikki Sixx asking him 
that, Tommy would punch the fucker in the face and tell him to stay away. But it was Nikki, they were best 
buddies, and even for a guy he was hot! Shit, and they were drunk too, it would be only another regret in 


their lives. 


Tommy didn't answer, he pressed Nikki harder against the wall. Was that a yes? There was no time for 
questions and answers, Nikki ended the distance between their lips. 


It felt weird at first. Nikki only brushed his lips on Tommy's in a very experimental way. He could feel Tommy 
shuddering against his body; he was so nervous it was funny. Tommy parted his lips to inhale deeply, with that, 
Nikki took his bottom lip in between his teeth and nipped at it. 


"Breathe". Tommy did. He took his last breath before Nikki's lips covered his. He was rougher than a girl but 
definitely better. Nikki's mouth tasted like whiskey and cigarettes. The best he ever tasted. Tommy felt the 
hand at his nape, focusing on pulling his hair, and fuck Sixx, he was too damn good at that! As well as he was 


an exquisite kisser. 


Nikki had such a talented tongue. Tommy couldn't help but wonder how would it feel somewhere else on his 
body. He could even feel his blood rushing down there. He wasn't able to control it anymore, his thoughts were 


going farther than that. He had a hard on brushing against- 


Wait, Nikki also had a hard on, Tommy was able to feel it against his own. His dick had never been so close to 
other guy's before. Although it felt strange, he couldn't ignore the shock of pleasure rushing down his spine 


every time Nikki moved against him. 


Tommy's hands unconsciously made their way to Nikki's butt (again) and this time he gave it a hard squeeze, 
pulling his body against his own. 


Fuck, that felt just too good! He also had a soft skin too, for a guy, of course. He heard Nikki's breathy moan 
against his mouth. That was one of the most beautiful things he had ever heard. 


He didn't care anymore whether it was gay or not, it felt amazing. Tommy could feel his cock pulsing like it 
never had for a girl. 

They kept making out for so long it was a wonder how each of them was still able to breathe. It was getting 
even hotter inside the bathroom at every touch they exchanged, both about to explode. Not even the cold 


shower was sorting any effect on them anymore. 


They were panting hard. Nikki looked into his eyes again, he was as tempting as the devil. Those looks, those 
green snake eyes did the trick, he didn't need to stare longer for Tommy to give into sin. Fuck, he was so 


screwed. They stared into one another's eyes for seconds; perhaps minutes, it was hard to tell. 


Once more they kissed. This time passionately, at a slower pace, still, they were as hungry for each other as 
before. Nikki's hands traveled by Tommy's back and his nails dug into his flesh. Tommy's hands weren't at ease 


too, they explored every inch Nikki's skin had to touch. 


Nikki was quite hard himself, it even hurt a little; he had no doubt Tommy felt the same way. He needed relief. 


"Do you wanna fuck me?" Nikki asked all of a sudden. He knew it wouldn't work the other way around. 


And he wondered how it would be like. He was still a little high. 

Tommy's heart nearly stopped, his lungs almost stop working; he gagged. 

He would never imagine those words on Nikki's lips. But he did ask that. Why did that make him even more 
turned on? That was wrong, most of all, that was creepy. However, Tommy could only think with his dick now, 


and he knew what it wanted. 


Yes, he wanted to fuck Nikki Sixx. How twisted was that? Tommy nodded enthusiastically as a silly little puppy 
to the question 


He woke up to Nikki's toss and turning on the mattress. What the fuck had he just dreamed of? 


Denial... 
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Tommy looked around: it was still dark. There was a black candle burning on the corner of the room. He sat on 
the mattress and stared at the flame, his mind was still stuck in that embarrassing wet dream. He couldn't 


stop thinking about it; no matter how hard he tried. 


Nikki was still asleep, completely unaware of what went on with Tommy, especially what went on inside of his 
leather pants. It was surprisingly uncomfortable, having such a boner for someone he couldn't even fuck! He 


was thinking about Nikki for fuck's sake! Nikki was a fucking dude! And he wasn't gay! 


"Tommy Lee is not gay". Tommy told himself in the depths of his mind, or so he thought. He murmured that 
"mantra" relentlessly, louder every time he parted his lips to speak it again, that until he felt a cushion, pillow 


or whatever the fuck that was hit the back of his head. 


"Shut the fuck up, Tommy". Nikki mumbled in a sleepy voice and curled into a ball. Tommy saw him going back 
to fetal position He was sweating, both of them were, but Nikki looked totally wet, and oh yeah he was naked. 
Fuck, looking at him like that wasn't helping at all. 


Tommy shifted his eyes back to the candlelight. Summer was killing him, if only it was winter. The weather was 
definitely against him. There were no blankets or even sheets to cover Nikki's body with. Why the hell did he 


decide not to wear clothes to sleep anymore? He inhaled deeply than exhaled with calm. 


He went back to reciting that piece of meditation again, this time he merely whispered. Nikki didn't seem to 
care. Tommy though, was finding it hard not to look at him. All of a sudden he felt attracted? How could 
something like that have happened? 


Damn it! 


Was he turning into a girl? Because, you know, that was scary. He knew better, guys were dicks, literally, and 
he didn't like dicks. Plus, it was quite disgusting for him to imagine being fucked by Vince. What does it have to 
do with the story? He didn't know. 


However, it worked, he didn't feel horny anymore, now he wanted to vomit, and all he had to do was imagining 
Vince fucking him. Thinking about it, it was hard for Tommy to ever imagine Vince fucking someone and not the 


other way arou nd. 


"Stop the gay thoughts, man!" Tommy begged himself in a low voice. He felt the mattress under him moving 
again. It was Nikki turning for the millionth time tonight. Tommy only took a peek to be sure he was still asleep. 


He was, like a fucking rock. 
Would it be too daring of him to-? 
No! He shouldn't. Not with Nikki lying right beside him. 


"What the hell is wrong with you T-bone, go to sleep". His body froze at the sound of Nikki's voice again. This 


time he was whiny, almost as if he was moaning. Fuck, dude, that wasn't helping at all. 


"C-can't sleep". Tommy stuttered, he didn't think Nikki would hear and actually comprehend his words. Light 
sleeper. Tommy forgot this detail about him. 


"Just lay down and close your motherfucking eyes". Someone was in a mood, and it wasn't a good one. Nikki 
pulled him by the hair. Tommy groaned with the pain, he stopped resisting when he felt a shiver coarse 
through his body. He fell flat with his back against the mattress. He only realized then that Nikki was sitting 


right beside him. "I want to sleep and you're not letting me". 


Tommy looked up to his face, Nikki had dark circles under his eyes, he looked pale; it must've been a while 
since he slept. "Close your eyes, Tommy". Nikki sighed. Tommy obliged. Nikki lied right beside him; he didn't dare 
to look though. He felt Nikki's weight over his body, most likely preventing him from waking him, again 


Now it was even harder to sleep. Nikki wasn’t heavy, but he was crushing Tommy. Or at least it felt like that. 
Thankfully, he was dressed, feeling his skin right now, at the state he was wouldn't let Tommy even try to 
fucking sleep, which he did, and it was already difficult enough. 


It was pretty hard to breathe, shit. Nikki's body was too hot, in both ways, it felt like he was burning. No 
wonder he wore no clothes. Still, he hugged Tommy, for no reason at all. Tommy decided not to move, what if 


Nikki felt how hard his cock was? It would be awkward, as well as the dream he just had. 


Nikki moved his leg over Tommy's body, his knee brushed against the large volume in his pants. Tommy gulped 
and closed his eyes. He did it again, Nikki continued moving, trying to find a more comfortable position to be in 


"Fuck". He gave up and opened his eyes. He stared at Tommy until he turned, so their eyes could meet. "Can't 


sleep". 
"Me too", Tommy replied. 
| had a weird dream". Nikki commented, "A really weird dream". Tommy doubted Nikki's dream was as weird as 


his. "| was a girl, then | walked in the shower and you were naked, Mick came in, we kind of were in hell then 


and Vince started hitting on me, he said my pussy tasted like cotton candy". 


"What?" Tommy laughed, he turned to Nikki, "I had a strange dream as well, but my pussy didn't taste like 


cotton candy". 

"What did you dream about?" 

"We were high, looking at the ceiling, you told me to find a flying pig". Nikki started laughing, Tommy pondered 
whether he told the truth or not. He chose to hide a few facts. "Both of us were stinking, so we went to 
shower together". 

"That ain't weird. | was agonizing as a girl, my tits were so fucking heavy, | couldn't see shit before my eyes!" 
Nikki gestured the size of the breast he had, he even sat on the mattress to do so. Tommy laughed nervously. 
He sat too, facing Nikki. 


"You know, we were naked in my dream, in the shower". 


"Wow, so uncommon, dude". Nikki mocked, "As if we've never been naked in front of each other, I'm naked right 


now". Tommy had just forgotten that, but now, Nikki reminded him. 

"But it was different". 

"Take off your clothes, Tommy". Nikki ordered, Tommy's body froze. What had he just demanded? "You deaf? 
Lose the clothes". Bossy. Tommy couldn't help but get hornier with that. He complied. Tommy took off his shirt, 
then stared at the pants. "Everything". Nikki added. 

Tommy closed his eyes and got rid of the leather pants. His cock was shamefully hard. Nikki had somehow 
forgotten how big Tommy was, and he didn't mind looking. Tommy was embarrassed to death; he could feel the 


heat rising to his cheeks, although most of his blood was going downwards. 


"Why are you so nervous?" That half smile gave Tommy shivers. The way Nikki looked to him, fuck, everything 
he did got Tommy acting weird. "You're looking just like a virgin little girl". 


"But | don't taste like cotton candy, you dol" Tommy joked, trying to ease the tension 

"How do you know that?" Nikki got closer, "Have you ever tasted me to even know?" 

"Did Vince?" Tommy had no idea why the fuck did he ask that, but it got Nikki laughing, 

"What the fuck, nol" He laughed as well, Tommy felt more at ease, until Nikki approached him even more. 
"Jealous, T-bone?" 


"Nol" Tommy nearly shouted, "I-l'm not nervous, at alll | mean, jealous!" 


‘Oh, really?" Did he know what he did to Tommy? No! He probably didn't. It was fucking torture. "Gonna get 
something to drink" Nikki got up from the mattress and searched the room for clothes, once he was done, he 


left Tommy alone wondering if that was a freaky dream as well. 


Acceptance? 
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Tommy couldn't pay any attention at rehearsal, Nikki was right in front of him, and somehow he started 
noticing how good his ass looked in those pants. Ah, fuck! Vince was having a star fit because Tommy was in 


another timing, Nikki was too drunk and Mick just didn't give a shit. 


As Vince complained - and everyone ignored - Tommy kept staring at Nikki, he was biting his nails, looking 
absently at the floor, he looked quite thoughtful in the last few days. It had been almost a week since Tommy's 
weird dreams started. Most of the times they slept in the same room, lately Nikki had been spending his 
nights on the couch. Tommy wondered why. 


Perhaps, Nikki knew of his dreams, he had been acting strangely towards him later theses days. Vince was 
about to finish his speech, Tommy didn't get a word from it. Vince left the room, angry, mumbling something 


nobody cared to listen Mick retrieved his guitar and sat on a corner to practice. 


Tommy was nearly drooling, he couldn't take it. Nikki was shirtless, wearing only some leather pants that barely 
covered his junk. It was as hot as fuck then It was completely acceptable for all of them to be nearly naked 
(and they were), but since that dream, Tommy found his dick going hard at any sign of Sixx's exposed skin. He 
wanted to touch it the same way he did then until he says it again: "Fuck me". 


Was he becoming gay? Oh no, he could look at any guy's butt and it would be absolutely disgusting, Nikki's 
though made him think of things he couldn't explain. Girls looked boring, those same groupies he found 
attractive before when compared to him. Again, Tommy was thinking about those things from his dream. This 
was getting absolutely weird. 


Tommy let go of his drumsticks and put them away, he looked at Nikki briefly, he was mumbling as he stared 
at a wall. Tommy hesitated to approach; it wasn't a good idea to tell him about it, ever! Plus, he was tired: he 
had a few sleepless nights lately, thanks to Nikki, who refused to get out of his head. 


Those scenes had been repeating themselves in a loop since then. 


As he left, Mick inhaled deeply then sighed all air he took in, he turned his attention back to his guitar. Tommy 
rose from the floor where he was sitting, he walked to his room and laid on his back on the dirty mattress. He 
looked at the ceiling, there was indeed a flying pig there, what the fuck? 


He was almost falling asleep, almost. He would he have a similar dream and wake up with a very painful 


erection. He wished he had a dream just like the last normal one he had: it was about avocados, he was in 


Thailand, or China, or whatever, and he was a drag queen who dubbed Cher. (?) 

Anyway. 

He started counting the spots on the white paint. One, two, three, someone should paint that wall, dude. Four, 
five, six: Sixx came in, stumbling, he fell right besides Tommy. It had been on purpose. Nikki was insane enough 


to set himself on fire, what would be throwing himself on piece of shit of foam down there compared to that? 


"Tommy" Nikki wasn't all right; you could tell by the slur of his voice, the words stumbled just as much as 


him. "I wanna talk to you". 
"So... talk dude". Nikki was getting closer. He came in until he fell on Tommy's lap. 


| need to talk to you in private". He whispered, quite loudly though. "Mick's listening, | know that". They were 


pretty close to one another; Tommy was getting nervous. 

| don't think he can hear us". Tommy replied, he didn't whisper, Mick looked at them. 

"Yes he can!" Nikki got on his feet and pulled Tommy. It was a wonder how neither of them fell then. Nikki 
dragged him to the bathroom, if it was even possible. He closed the door, and pushed Tommy against it. Once 
more, they were too close. 

"What do you have to say?" Suddenly Nikki lost his balance, he grabbed Tommy's shoulders, their bodies 
touched. Tommy impulsively, just as in his dream, reached for Nikki's ass. As if reviving that moment every 


night wasn't enough. 


"l" At this point, Tommy wasn't sure if it was plain drunkenness or he was actually hesitant on telling him 


some bullshit. Did he break something on his drum set or what? "I lied to you". His voice was breathy. 
"What?" Tommy's voice was not different. 
"| wasn't a girl in my dream". 


That was it? Really? Well, he was pretty drunk, pretty high, most likely hallucinating; why should Tommy be so 
surprised with that attitude coming from him? It was just Nikki being Nikki. 


"That's your big lie?" He even forgot his hand rested on Sixx's butt, both of them did, actually. He pulled him 


closer against go body. 
"No". 


"Then what is it?" 


"We were, uh.. you know". No, he didn’t, that's why he asked. "We were together, in the bathroom and shit". 
Tommy only hoped Nikki wouldn't feel his hard on against his leg. Oh, fuck he surely would, it was fucking 


pulsing. 
"And?" 


"And." he could see red rising to his cheeks. It was unexpected, pretty cute though. If Nikki happened to be told 
how adorable he looked when he blushed, either out of rage or embarrassment, he would certainly drain out 


his blood to prevent it from happening again. "We.. sorta were naked". 


"So weird, dude". Tommy was ironic, he gave the same response as Nikki did before when he told him about the 
weird (wet) dream. "As if we had never been naked in the same room, wish | could say I'm naked right now, 


cause it's fucking hot and you are all over me". 


Nikki realized he still pinned Tommy against the door. Their bodies were so close. Their chests rubbed against 
each other, both were sweaty. Tommy felt his body shiver, he could be wrong, but he felt Nikki's do the same. 
Nikki pulled back right away. 


‘It wasn't like that you know. We were.." Again, he stumbled on his words. He must have gotten drunk to say 
this and it still wasn't helping. Fuck, he was about to have a heart attack or so right there! Tommy took hold 
of Nikki's wrists, and this time he was the one trapped against the door. 


"Tell me". Tommy pressed his body against Sixx's. Was he crazy or his dick was the only one that was hard? 


He must be crazy. 


"Or what?" That nervousness went away, and was replaced with the playful smirk on his lips. Was Nikki 


challenging him? 
"ll make you say it". Tommy brought their lips closer, but didn't kiss him. "Or should | make you scream it?" 


"I can show you". Nikki's tongue came out and brushed against Tommy's parted lips. He bit his lip, closed his 
eyes and melted to the feeling. It gave Nikki the opening to trade places. 


His hand reached for the volume inside Tommy's pant, he gave it a tight squeeze. Of course Tommy moaned, 


this was his fucking wet dream! "Shouldn't we get in the shower?" 


"That's a good idea’ Nikki complied and let go of Tommy. He started stripping out of his pants, he went into the 
shower, Tommy followed him first with his eyes. He couldn't help but realize Nikki's ass looked even better in 


real life. 


He got rid of his clothes pretty quickly, soon enough he had Nikki against the wall, their bodies touched again, 
their breaths mingled and it felt even better than in his imagination. 


Their lips finally touched for the first time. It wasn't magical, it was awkward. Then it became rough, they 
fought like animals, even though they knew who would be dominant in the end. But if Nikki didn't resist this 


wouldn't be him. 


They came to the point they couldn't take it anymore, they had to touch, they had to explore every inch of 
the other's body. Nikki bucked his hips, Tommy was melting again. He was easy and Nikki was a sex god. 


It wasn't that weird, and it wasn’t so homo either, they were just making out, and it just felt amazing when 


their cocks touched and made friction Like masturbating, but with their best buddy. 


The bathroom's door swung open. They didn't stop (they couldn't), also, they didn't knew it had been opened 
until it was shut. Mick had left, he had seen enough for Today. 


"Finally" Even though that was traumatizing, he was happy they finally stopped that platonic shit. 


The Same Shit Under Mick's Point of View 
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Somehow, sharing an apartment with your band makes it easier, you know? They grew used to each other and 
less likely to fight about pretty much everything, In a certain way, you can even say they bonded - that just 
sounded girly, but well, they shared their lipstick and sometimes high heels, so what the hell. 


It was actually kind of fun, most of the times, that is. As an older and more mature man, Mick found himself 
growing impatient with those kids. Métley-house had lately become drama-house. Nikki was as complicated as 
always (he had the mood swings of a chick), but something was changed: Tommy, the most easygoing of the 


four was getting as weird and jumpy. 


Didn't take long for Mick to figure it out. In his words: "You have to be fucking blind, deaf or just be Vince to 
not notice what was going on. | wish | was the first two". Tommy's crush on Nikki was always obvious to 
anyone with eyes, and now he seemed to have realized that himself. Remember the drama thing? It was 


referring to them, mostly - there was a day Vince lost one foot out of his favorite pair of boots and made 


Mick's life hell until they found it. 


The two idiots seemed to have forgotten Mick slept at their room pretty much like everyday (he had always 
been a very quiet guy though). Tommy started waking up in the middle of the night as if someone kicked his 
ass out of his dreams and when it happened - which was every night - he started mumbling to himself in a 
way too loud voice stuff like "I'm not gay". Almost at the same time, Nikki didn't stop shifting on the mattress 
and talked in his sleep, pretty much the same shit Tommy said to himself. How he wished he could just push 
the shitheads against one another and make them kiss once and for all. If only it was that easy. 


With the weeks going by, Mick had become the crankiest human being. Anyone would, being as sleep deprived 
as he was. He moved out to the living room's couch, so did Nikki apparently. Some nights he would walk out of 
the room and sleep on the floor not very far from him. Perhaps it took him a few nights to realize he wasn't 


alone. 


"Dude, you awake?" First coherent shit Mick had heard from Nikki in a while, or he was still asleep, maybe the 
latter. 


"I am now". Mick rubbed his eyes, and rose to sit on the sofa He looked like shit, the dark circles under his 
eyes were making him look like a fucking skull, plus he hadn't brushed his hair in days, it was so puffy it made 
him seem even thinner. Nikki wasn't different himself. 


"Can | ask you something?" Now Sixx sounded like a five year old A very drunk one. 


"You woke me up, just do it". And Mick sounded like a ninety-year-old woman whose cat just threw up on her 


favorite grandchild. That didn't make sense, but he was tired after all. 


"| - | mean, a friend of mine..Nikki- err..Nicole, is having some... strange dreams about her best friend Tommy- 
| mean, Tammy". He barely started and Mick was already rolling his eyes to the back of his head and trying 
hard to suppress his laughter. "They are sexual, but my friend Nik- Nicole isn't ga- lesbian, neither is her 
friend To- Tammy, but she started to feel confused about this and feelings ya know? There are so close and 


all, but | don't know- | mean, she doesn't know". 
"So she asked your help?" 


"Yes. | mean.. You know, groupies right? She was talking about it and | couldn't get it off my head. She keeps 
dreaming about her friend and it's getting worse, dude | can't even sleep anymore. | mean..err she". Nikki 
corrected himself quickly. "Sorry, | guess | drank too much. Any thoughts? Something | could use to tell her? 
You know she keeps coming to me and asking about this shit" 


"Why doesn't she just tell her friend? She might feel the same". 


"No way! She knows her friend and she likes gir-guys'. Sixx sighed and hiccupped at the same time. (?) "It is 
awful for me to fall asleep every night besides Tommy and not be able to touch him, at least no the way | 
want to and to know the next day he will be probably fucking a random bimbo and so will I". He hadn't realized 
he was no longer talking about the imaginary friend. "You're a good friend Mick, it was good letting it out with 
you". Just as he finished the sentence, Nikki threw up and fell asleep, luckily not on top of it. 


Mick was still digesting that conversation - he wouldn't digest anything else after what happened. He took a 
while to fall asleep, guess who wanted blood and murder the following morning? 

It was rehearsal day. And what a day, he apparently was as unfocused as the twins and just wanted to be 
done with it so his headache could give him a break. Nikki didn't remember at all their conversation, and he 


thanked Satan for that. It would be kind of awkward to have a talk about that talk. 


He went to a drugstore to buy a painkiller; he also ate something before going back home and found it 
strangely quiet. Mick shrugged, nothing extremely out of the ordinary. Vince was out, maybe he hadn't even 
come in yet, and no sign of his own personal soap opera. They might have found a room or decided to take 
their drama somewhere else. 

Mick had the house all to himself. This was the best day of the month so far. But first thing he needed was a 
shower. You know what happened from here. He saw them making out, yet he wasn't seen at all. "Finally" 


Tammy and Nicole were no longer platonic. 


Déja vu... 
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Nikki pulled back from the kiss, something felt wrong, Tommy knew him enough to tell so. "This is fucked up" It 
seemed that he said it more to himself than anyone else. Wasn't it too late to realize that, though? "l'm 
sorry". Nikki let go of him and walked out of the shower searching for his clothes. 


"Have it even occurred to you that if | didn't want this either | wouldn't even have let you kiss me for a 


start? Tommy spoke up. His hands were shaking. His entire body was fucking shaking. 


It doesn't matter what we want. Someone could have walked in on us!" Nikki said as he finished putting on his 


jeans and zipped it. 

"So what?!" This time Tommy was practically shouting. “There's nothing wrong with this!" 

"Everything is wrong with this’. Neither of them was able to keep it down any longer. Well, this just turned 
into an argument. Awesome, just fucking awesome, "I'm not gay, and neither are you! We're friends, that's all 
and | don't want to ruin that". 

"You just ruined it". 

Nikki walked towards the door, Tommy followed and pushed him against it before, Nikki was able to reach for 
the handle. "Tommy what the hell are you doing?" He turned around so they were able to face each other. 
Tommy didn't hesitate before sealing their lips in a kiss. He resisted and pushed Tommy away. The way Tommy 


stared at him however still sent shivers down his fucking spine. "You're just confused, okay? This isn't reall" 


"Does this look like it isn't real?" Tommy pointed at his obvious and enormous hard on. Hard. Just the way he 


hit his head, really fucking hard. And it still hurt a lot, what the fuck? 
we 
"T-bone, wake the fuck up". It's Nikki's voice; he is calling for me. "Are you okay?" 


"What happened?" | asked in a slur as | opened my eyes. | was in the bathroom, naked, right under the shower. 
So it did happen. | wasn't hallucinating, was |? 


"You were drunk, you threw up all over the house and all over me, as you can see". Sixx said. He had vomit all 


over his t-shirt, pants and even his fucking boots. Shit. | just wanted to die right there and then. "Mick told me 


to put you under a cold shower, until you regained consciousness". 
‘Is this why my head hurts so much? Did | black out?" 


Nikki laughed, "Actually, you tripped on your own feet, fell, hit you head on the tiles and you pulled my by the 
shirt and dragged me with you. But | was lucky, you weren't, just cut my hand". He offered said hand and | 
took it to get on my feet. | was still drunk though. That dream, it might have been a thing from my head, a 
distortion of things maybe? It had to be after all, | was watching everything in third person, like a movie; one 
very strange gay porn, that is. At a point | even could see through Nikki's eyes. Man, that's so weird. "You're 
Too quiet”. 


"How did | get so drunk?" | could barely balance my bodyweight on my feet, again, | fell, but Nikki was able to 
hold be this time. He was drunk too, but not at the same pitiful estate | am. | feel like a child. 


"You really don't remember? You took some pills with it". Wait, that's his thing. "Well, | actually gave them to 
you, but regretted the second you finished your third shot of vodka’. 


The door swung open and Mick entered. "Is he okay?" 


"Alive". | answered, having a fit of laughter by just remembering his participation in my weird nonsense dream. 
Mick held a plastic cup; it had been fixed with tape after Nikki broke it. | still wonder how he did such... 
"That's great, considering you almost died there". He said in a good mood, handing the cup to Nikki. 


"What the fuck is this thing?" He looked into the cup and then smelt it. 


"Coffee, should make both of you better". Mick closed both eyes for a second, "If you guys don't mind, l'm 


going to care for my own hang over" 


Nikki just shook his head. He still made a face to the coffee, "Thanks dude". | think | said that, | meant to at 
least. Mick gave us a small smile before heading out of the bathroom. Nikki took a sip of the coffee and 
coughed. 


"If he played guitar as bad as this coffee we'd be so screwed right now". | laughed at that and at his face of 
disgust. | seemed like someone made him swallow sulfuric acid. "Seriously, this thing not only looks like mud, it 


tastes like it too". 


"Can't be that bad". | took the cup from him and took a sip myself. | felt my stomach churn, | guess | just 
didn't throw up now cause | had nothing on me anymore. If this thing doesn't get us sober | don't know what 
will. 

"Wanna get out of the bathroom?" Nikki asked. If he didn't, | still wouldn't have realized we never left there and 
he still held me in his arms. That felt awkward, but not bad at all. 


Wait. In my dream he screamed at me. It was still so vivid. He kept saying this is wrong and it isn't real. Well, | 
guess that was my consciousness speaking - anyway, whatever that was, it was right. | feel guilty for having 


enjoyed what we did with each other. What was | thinking? What were we thinking? Yet it still felt so good 
being this next to him. 


"Tom?" Nikki looked at me, worried, like a kid who let his baby brother fall and hit his head and now wondered 
whether he'd get retarded. 


‘Im fine, just..tired". | tried to let go of him and stand on my own. It didn't happen. | was still naked. Shit: 


"| can help, | ain't sober but that's better than nothing, right?" He helped me walk a few steps and placed me 
sitting on the toilet. 


"| can do it". | whined. 


"Yeah, right". Nikki got rid of his shirt and boots, his pants weren't as dirty, he cleaned them up a little. | said 
nothing, just freaked out quietly at how differently | looked at his body. He looked.. "What?" 


"Nothing, |..." 


"You're drunk" He threw my shirt on my face. It was clean, lucky me. My pants were covered in vomit, Nikki 
handed me my boxers and helped me getting them on That felt awkward as fuck. After the things my mind 


made me see, anything involving Nikki Sixx would be awkward as fuck from now on. 


He drank some of the mud-coffee and made me do the same. Once we were done, we dragged ourselves to the 
bedroom. Well, he did the dragging. As he usually did, he let himself fall on the mattress, | fell along with him 
and our foreheads hit one another in the process. We were laughing like retards until | realized | was on top of 


him, | apologized and rolled over to my side. 
"Don't worry its okay, you do it all the time, you know?" 

"Do what?" | panicked a lite. 

'Roll over me. As you sleep, you're heavy, and besides heavy now you're acting weird". But he just shrugged 


and started to look at the ceiling. Is this what déjà vu feels like? | looked at it too, looking for the flying pig 
already. It wasn't there. Really just a dream huh? After that, | passed out for good. 


